plots, Stepan. .( STEP AN stares at him stupidly.)
Now answer me one last riddle. If I am such a
great rascal, why have I given you orders to
shoot us both at dawn ?

STEPAN : Because you are a great man all the
same, little father Excellency.
PAHLEN : And great men must never break
faith ! (Drinking.} You are right again, Stepan,
you are always right I (He takes two pistols from
a drawer of the desk.} And now you must not drink
any more, Stepan. One of us must have a steady
hand. (Handing him the pistols.} When it strikes
seven, do you hear ? That will not be long.

[He rises and goes to a chair by the window.
Now come quite close to me, brother Stepan.
Are you fond of me ?
STEPAN : Yes, little father.

PAHLEN : And can I depend upon you. Brother
Stepan ? Just once more ?
STEPAN : Yes, little father*
PAHLEN : Look, Stepan, at these hands of mine
. . . they have been kissed by an Emperor. And
look at these lips of mine . . . they have kissed
another Emperor's hands. And both of them my
Emperors . . . my Emperors. ... I am . . , what
am I ? . . . but let us speak no more of that,
Brother Stepan, no more of anything. Close the
shutters. (STEPAN obeys.) Sing me a little song,
Brother Stepan . . . one of our country songs.

[STEPAN begins to sing a Russian peasant song. As
the curtain slowly falls, the clock of a neighbouring
church begins to strike seven. The song ends on the
first stroke^ and two shots ring out on the last.

THE END
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